His weariness left him suddenly. He stared at her in anger.

'That is how you mean me to pay for the food and everything? You
are unkind, and worse than unkind. Whatever life has done to you, you
are mad. Talk about ideas, intellectual life... There is none. There has
been a ghastly civil war, and now we have a Tcheka, and famine, and
decrees, and die International, and endless speeches about the rebuild-
ing of national foundations. Only they will never be national. They are
communistic, utilitarian, drab. There can be no room for art.'

'Now you have made a speech. And a silly one .. . They are still
working at the Mariinsky Theatre. I have heard about their evening
classes. There is a good ballet school. It is stupid to nurse such violence
against a mere outward expression. It is bound to be temporary. But
you are so Russian that you cannot get away from politics. All right,
have it your way, but you could not deny that Lunacharsky is an
artist/

'Proletarian art... Concerts at the local Proletcult Club ... Propa-
ganda on execrable posters done by third-rate men at the Academy!
Red faces, brown biceps, red hammers, green and violet sickles . . .
Art.. .' Michael's thin left arm swung out and swept a mug off the
table.

'There is only one left now,' Frossia commented coolly. 'Pro-
letarian art? Can you not forget the adjective? It is as vulgar as any-
thing in the middle-class psychology------' She stopped and stared at

the tears in his eyes, 1 did not mean it,' she faltered, but he turned away
his face.

'It is not that. Only you look lovely when you are angry. All right,
we shall go to the Mariinsky, we shall try anything... Perhaps you are
right, I am just an undeveloped weakling... But I cannot follow you.
Why this wish to do anything? Why try and climb heights?'

'There is nothing exalted in it. It is merely that I want to live. I
should hate to grow into a queue sheep with a mouth and a stomach. I
should also hate to become a platform parrot.'

'No,' he agreed wearily, 'but one must eat to live------'

He had eaten all the food on the table, she would have to go to bed
without much supper; nearly all her treasures were stolen, she had no
job and but slender prospects of getting one, but the weather was
wanner, she still had a roof, and a companion, however uncertain of
moods. He had beauty, an easy flow of exaggerated words, casual
manners, and not much else. She knew that he had no identity papers,
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